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arts of coffee-making ; he kept half a dozen of his
little copper pots a-boiling oft the tray of charcoal,
which he blew to a red glow round them, and
when the coffee frothed up over the edges, he
poured it in the nick of time into the cups which
we held out to him. The sun flooded our
Olympian hall of plane-trees with soft light; we
lay in grateful silence upon our couch of grass
while the coffee bubbled up over the charcoal fire
and frothed steaming into our cups. At length
we rose, handed our Ganymede some Turkish
coins, at which he must have chuckled in his
Greek heart, and rode away in the twilight through
the streets of Brusa.